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We men of the modern world no longer pray to gods; but we pray sometimes to our own soul, ~ 
and to our fellow-men. Here is the prayer of a Socialist and Pragmatist: May this destruction of goods, 
this slaughter of the world’s manhood not cease until its work has been completed. 


May it not cease until the people of Germany have learned the lesson which we, the people of 
America, have to teach them—the lesson of democratic self-government, the machinery of primary and 
party, of initiative, referendum and recall, of secret ballot and universal suffrage. 


May it not cease until the Kaiser and his brood have been driven into exile, the princes and the 
grafs and the herzogs put to work, the last decoration trampled in the mud and the last iron cross smelt- 
ed into pen-points. 


And likewise may it not cease until we, the people of America, have learned the lesson which the 
people of Germany have to teach us—the lesson of solidarity and system, of organized industrial co- 
operation. 


May it not cease until the last mile of railroad, the last locomotive and the last car, have been 
taken out of the control of private plunderers, and made irrevocably the instruments of the collective 
will. 


May it not cease until the telegraph, telephone and cable services are likewise in the hands of the 
nation; until we have ended the power of Beef Trust, Steel Trust, Coal Trust, Oil Trust, to plunder 
wage-slaves, to manipulate markets, to purchase newspapers and legislatures and courts. 


May it not cease until the propaganda service of the government has grown to such proportions 
that never again will it have to cringe before the power of private traffickers in publicity and advertise- 
ment. 


May it not cease until the State has seen to it that the last wage-slave, male or female, old or 
young, black or white, has been brought into a union of his fellows, guaranteed against sickness, unem- 
ployment and old age, and is directed in his work and protected in his rights by the collective conscience. 


May it not cease until the last ship that sails upon the sea has ceased to be the agency of profiteer- 
ing, the creation and instrument of commercial piracy; until the last sea-slave is in the service and under 
the protection of the common will. 


Then will posterity look back and say: The War which ended War cost twenty million lives, but 
it was worth it; it cost two hundred billion dollars, but it was worth it. For what difference did it make 
whether men were killed upon battlefielis or in sweat-shops, mills and mines? What difference did it 
make whether wealth was spent for cannon and machine-guns or for brothels and liquor-dives, baccarrat- 
parties and monkey-dinners? 
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DIVIDING UP 


We have received from Guido Bruno, who has pub- 
lished half a dozen different magazines in New York, a 
letter which we are embarrassed to quote: 

Many thanks for the two copies of your magazine, which 1 
have received and read. They are unusual; every line of them 
is unusual and extraordinary—a big mind unveiled. 

But how shall the hordes of newspaper readers comprehend 
it and follow the train of your thought? It is like the sudden 
appearance of daylight when all the calendars and official as- 
tronomers had scheduled night. Where is the bridge for those 
who have not mental aeroplanes? Where is the conveyance for 
the minds of our masses from dark uncerainty to the tower of 
light? 

We quote these kind words as preliminary to a state- 
ment concerning the magazine and its prospects. We 
are not sO pessimistic as Bruno; we are sure there are 
many other people in America as capable of being in- 
terested in our magazine as those who have already sub- 
scribed. The only problem is to reach them! 

When the idea of publishing a magazine first came 
to us, we did not ask anybody’s advice. We were afraid 
to, for we knew what everybody would say. No radical 
magazine ever paid its way—especially at the start; a 
magazine needs the time, not of one man, but of a dozen; 
and so on. But we had something we wanted to say— 
and so very urgently that nothing else counted. 

Of those people who have read our message, an en- 
couraging number have wanted us to go on. But not 
enough people have yet heard of us. How shall we make 
ourselves known to them? The capitalist newspapers 
and magazines have looked us over and decided upon a 
policy—complete silence. As for the Socialist papers 
—well, they have troubles of their own, so why should 
they boost a rival? 

Some of our readers have really taken trouble for us. 
For example, this letter: 

I am an obscure printer earning an obscure wage. My wife 
needs new shoes, a new dress and a new pair of spectacles. 


With me her needs take precedence of yours. I haven’t a “laid 
up” dollar in the world. In order to subscribe for your maga- 


zine I postponed buying a pair of shoes for myself for a month. 
Now I imagine I hear you say, “And they all with one accord 
began to make excuses!”’ But don’t be hasty. I have held my 
present position for thirty years. By reason of long service I 
get a small bonus every summer. With this money I put in 
my supply of coal for the winter. Well, sometime in July next 
I am going to send you a few dollars of this bonus—mind you, 
a few, perhaps not more than three or four; but every little will 
help some. 
Remington Congar, Rochester, N. Y. 


And here is another letter: 


Comrade: I am so damn poor I keep my standing good in 
Socialist Party with exemption stamps. So that you may know 
how I appreciate you, and if you knew the sacrifice I have 
made to secure the following list, you would have a similar 
appreciation of me. Eleven subscriptions. 

H. P. Osborne, Reedley, Cal. 

Do not such letters make you ashamed? They would 
make us ashamed to give up, no matter how great the 
difficulties. They make us take fresh vows when our 
difficulties seem insurmountable. We were having a 
family pow-pow over the situation today, and my wife, 
who comes from Mississippi, quoted a saying of Zachary 
Taylor by which she was taught to live—that “the Mis- 


_ sisippians were licked three times in the battle of Buena 


Vista, and never knew it.” 

Accordingly we are going on sending you our paper 
each month, whether we can afford it or not! At present 
each copy costs us twice what we charge for it. Of 
course, not everybody may think it worth even its cost; 
but then—so many write us complimentary letters, and 
the greater number upon stationery which indicates 
prosperity! We are excited by that prosperity—as you 
know, all Socialists believe in “dividing up”! 

They tell us that mid-summer is a bad time for the 
magazine business. We don’t want any worse time than 
spring, and in hope of tempting you from vacation idle- 
ness, we have gone rummaging in the attic and dug out 
a box containing an edition of a play, “Prince Hagen,” 
which ‘we had printed and bound some years ago for 
stage purposes. To each of our readers who will find 
us ten new subscribers for five dollars, or who will pur- 
chase ten subscription-cards at the same price, we will 
send a copy of this volume, autographed in token of our 
peculiar and especial regard. 

Many years ago, in the early days of the Appeal to 
Reason, it was explained to us that the principal quali- 
fication for the editor of a Socialist publication is the 
ability to conduct dynamic and persuasive subscription 
campaigns. We used to help that editor to think up 
schemes, and now we are trying it ourselves. How 
does this first effort strike you? In comparison with the 
Appeal, it is a trifle reserved—lacking in “punch,” as 
people say on Broadway. We havejnotions, possibly too 
aristocratic to be allowed the editor of a propagandist 
publication. Well, if this polite effort fails, we will tell 
you a real hard-luck story next month. 


Here is a pickle: a President who believes in labor 
unions, in controversy with a telegraph company because 
it refuses to permit labor unions, and threatening to dis- 
possess the company and place the telegraphs in charge 
of the government—to be run by a Postmaster General 
who refuses to permit labor unions! 


SHERLOCK HOLMES AT WAR 


Windlesham, Crowborough, 
Sussex, England, March 29, 1918. 
Dear Sir: 


You have sent me a copy of your paper, but much as I 
admire your books I cannot in such days read your public views 
with patience. If England had approached this question in the 
half-and-half limited liability way in which you talk it is certain 
that the Germans would now be absolute masters of Europe and 
that America would have been next on the list. I do not see 
how any sane man can deny this. 

And yet in our battle for freedom we have continually been 
hampered by all sorts of Socialist cranks who, according to their 
own views should have been champions of extra-democracy, and 
yet by some queer twist have made themselves the chief ally in 
actual fact of the most autocratic tyranny ever seen. Is it not 
clear to you that German Socialism, so far as it is not militant, 
has no power at all, and that we can only release it by smashing 
the military party; that that can only be done by wholehearted 
enthusiasm and sacrifice which cannot be got by lukewarm 
words? When we have done it, then a clean peace by all means. 
I never heard anything else suggested, nor does England want 
anything in the world for herself. Our Empire is already too 
large, and yet if we quitted it it would throw a fifth of the world 
into barbarism. 

Your former essay as quoted should show you how blind you 
have been. You talk of England having “a perfect craze for bat- 
tleship building.” There was a margin, I believe, of four Dread- 
naughts between Germany and England in 1914, and that was the 
margin which preserved the clear seas and all that it meant. You 
ought to be thanking England instead of nagging at her. All this 
talk of capitalism is perfect madness in face of the taxation 
cheerfully borne. 

Yours truly, Arthur Conan Doyle. 


May 21, 1918. 
Dear Sir: Many thanks for your courteous note. You do not 
however meet my point that you abused England for building up 
a navy which afterwards saved the world and incidentally your- 
self from military and naval domination by an iron power. This 
should surely make you more moderate in your present expres- 
sion of views. 

There are NO secret treaties of any kind in which this coun- 
try is concerned. It has been publicly and clearly stated more 
than once by our foreign minister, and apart from honour, it 
would be political suicide for any British official to make a false 
statement of the kind. 

I am sure that you are a perfectly honourable man, and yet 
it is bare truth that if Germany were paying you highly, you 
could not serve her better than you are doing by spreading both 
class and international jealousy at such a time. No household is 
perfect, but it is not when someone is trying to burn down the 
house altogether that one diverts attention to the internal weak- 
nesses which can and will be gradually set right if the house 
stands. 

Yours sincerely, Arthur Conan Doyle. 


My Dear Sir Arthur: 

I take these criticisms of yours so very seriously that I 
am going to reply to them at length, and I trust that you 
will pardon me for publishing the answer before you re- 
ceive it; we are a long distance apart, and the times are 
urgent. I am sure that, like myself, you desire the truth, 
and will have no objection to a frank discussion of public 
issues. 

In the first place, let me clear my own record in the 
matters upon which you lay stress. It is true that I 
“abused England” for her “perfect craze for battleship 
building ;” but that was eleven years ago, in an effort I 
was then making to prevent this war. I was not merely 
“abusing England.” I was seeking a practical program 
for working-class action, doing all that one man could do 


to urge it upon the working-class not merely of England 
and America, but of France, Italy, Russia, Germany and 
Austria. When I found that the principal obstacle to the 
success of the program was the attitude of the German 
workers, I was forced to modify my attitude toward Eng- 
lish building of battleships. Of this modification of my 
attitude and the subsequent course pursued you fail to 
take note. I came to understand and sought to explain in 
America the attitude of Robert Blatchford toward the Ger- 
man menace; and I continued tirelessly to appeal to the 
German Socialists, pointing out to thern the consequences 
to world peace of the course their government was pursu- 
ing. From the day England entered the war, I have de- 
fended in America her just indictment of the Prussian 
crime. On the day after the German government an- 
nounced its intention to sink American ships without 
warning, I sent President Wilson a telegram saying that 
for us to permit the sea-lanes to England to be closed, 
would be to sacrifice everything which a lover of liberty 
held dear. I resigned from the Socialist Party because of 
its opposition to our entrance into the war, and in a So- 
cialist paper violently opposed to the war I wrote that all 
our liberties and constitutional rights were built upon the 
basis of British sea-power. It seems to me that you must 
admit that this course is not fairly to be described as 
“nagging at England.” 


It is true that I do not go all the way with England, 
and I watch her carefully so far as I do go with her; and 
that seems to offend you, you call it a “half-and-half lim- 
ited liability way.” I am going to try to explain exactly 
what I mean. 

As I see it, there are two Englands, and these two 
Englands are at war with each other, and I am for one 
and not for the other. In every one of the great countries 
to-day there is going on, not merely an international war, 
but also a civil war, and the efforts to suppress this latter 
war are futile and not always honest; they consist of pleas 
by the partisans of privilege that the partisans of democ- 
racy shall do nothing while the partisans of privilege con- 
tinue to increase their power. 


It is a war about property, this internal conflict of 
which you seem little aware. I hope you will not think 
that I am offensive—I know nothing about your private 
affairs, but my impression from your writings is that you 
have never had personal experience of privation, servitude 
and indignity. I love a good story, and I think I have 
read every one of the Adventures of Sherlock Holmes; 
and always I have marveled at the complete lack of econ- 
omic suspiciousness therein manifested. In the stories 
there are people who possess property in great quantity, 
and there are others who try to get this property from 
them. These latter are criminals; and the hero of the 
stories is a man who pursues criminals and brings them 
to punishment; and we share in the excitement of the 
hunt, and when it is over we have a sense of complete and 
untarnished satisfaction—Justice has been done! It never 
occurs to us to ask how the rich people got their wealth, 
or what use they were making of it. I cannot recall a 
single instance in the great number of these Sherlock 
Holmes stories in which there is the slightest hint of the 
idea that a criminal may have social excuse for his crime, 
or that he may be better than those he robs, or that 


society has anything to do except to catch him and put 
him in jail. 

And now, with this entirely naive attitude toward 
property, you, and the rest of the good people of your 
country, are plunged into the confusion of a world cata- 
clysm, caused almost entirely by property greeds and jeal- 
ousies—not merely international, but inter-class. And in 
the midst of those unfamiliar issues, you find it difficult ta 
understand the position of a man who has the revolution- 
ary attitude toward property, and cannot be entirely trust- 
ful toward ruling-class idealisms and enthusiasms. 

For example, you say: “All this talk of capitalism is 
perfect madness in face of the taxation cheerfully borne.” 
But stop and think a minute. Is it not true that the taxa- 
tion has been in many ways inadequate; that some indus- 
tries have made enormous profits—the shipping industry, 
for example, and the beer industry? And is it not true 
that the heavy taxation there has been was a result of 
the “nagging” of the workers—of workers organized and 
class-conscious and determined, ready to strike and turn 
out cabinets if it was not done? 


Again, you say there are no secret treaties of any kind . 


in which England is concerned. I am relieved to learn it; 
but how does this come to be? Is it because of the moral 
idealism of the aristocratic class in England which refused 
to make such treaties? Or is it because the Russian revo- 
lution came along and exposed and cancelled them? You 
tell me that you never heard anything but a Clean Peace 
suggested, nor does England want anything in the world 
for herself? How about Mesopotamia and Palestine? Are 
you really sure there is not a single ruling-class person in 
England who wants to keep these territories, and opposes 
the program I advocate of turning them over to the Inter- 
nation? Put this question in the columns of the London 
“Morning Post,” or the “Spectator,” or the “Saturday Re- 
view,” and see if you cannot find one such person! 

On second thought, I think I can name one myself, 
and of our own writer-trade—no less a personage than 
Rudyard Kipling. I have just been reading his book of 
stories, “A Variety of Creatures,” and will quote you four 
lines, published since the war began: 

Once there was The People—Terror gave it birth: 

Once there was The People and it made a Hell of Earth. 

Earth arose and crushed it. Listen, O ye slain! 

Once there was The People—it shall never be again! 

This man was once a great artist, a creator; but he 
accepted a legacy from a predatory millionaire, and gave 
himself into the arms of the aristocratic tradition, and 
now he isa high priest of militarism, a whirling dervish ot 
Toryism. Since the war he has been seized by a kind of 
hydrophobia, and the above is the slaver which runs from 
his lips. Do you imagine that Kipling is for a Clean Peace 
and the rule of Social Justice as I am? And can you 
expect me to fight on his side with perfect confidence? 

“You say that “if the British Empire quitted it would 
throw one-fifth of the world into barbarism.” I know 
that, and I have never advocated any such idea. What 
1 desire to see is that gradual evolution which has made 
Canada and Australia and New Zealand into model free 
commonwealths. And how came this? The partisans of 
privilege in England tried to make a subject state of 
America—in the face of the clamor of the partisans of 


democracy. The result was an ignominious failure, and 
the partisans of democracy had their way in Canada, 
Australia and New Zealand. Again, when gold and 
diamond-mining magnates drove England into a war 
upon the Boers, the partisans of democracy in Eug- 
land made desperate opposition—among them the pres- 
ent premier of England. And although the war was 
fought through, the partisans of democracy had their 
way afterwards, and the Boers were given seli-govern- 
ment. So it comes that today they are on your side in- 
stead of the Kaiser’s! 

The point I am trying to make is that always in Eng- 
land there have been these two forces struggling; and 
that frequently the side which has been despised and 
beaten has turned out in the end the victor; and that 
never—no matter how extreme the emergency, not even 
when the cry is raised that “someone is trying to burn 
down the house”—can the partisans of democracy aban- 
don their “nagging” and propaganda! Least of all can 
they do it in the present war, for the partisans of privi- 
lege were never stronger—they form a majority of the 
war cabinet; and the issues are of far-reaching import- 
ance, and have to be settled quickly, sometimes almost 
over night. 

Let me give an illustration. It happens that Austria 
has a young ruler with some slight inclinations to- 
ward decency. Foreseeing the ruin of his country, he 
made, last year, a pitiful effort to escape from the 
domination of the criminals in Berlin; he made France 
a peace offer, proposing that she should have Alsace- 
Lorraine; and Premier Clemenceau responded with a 
demand for territory up to the Rhine, the boundary of 
1814. We Americans are invited to trust everything to 
President Wilson, and we might be glad to do so; bu: 
now, to our consternation, we learn that President Wil- 
son was not allowed to know of this offer, or of the 
French reply! Lloyd-George knew, but Wilson did not! 

And then we investigate this French premier, and we 
find an old man, a shrewd politician, who before the war 
was a most conspicuous opponent of Social Justice; who 
does not believe in the Internation, but regards it as a 
foolish, a “Utopian” dream. He wants a strong France 
and a weak Germany—that is his way to prevent war; 
it was Bismarck’s way, vice versa, and you see how suc- 
cessful it has been! 

Or take another case—Ireland. Now I am not a Sinn 
Feiner. I realize the difficulties of the problem; I know 
that it is not easy to give self-government to a people 
whose religion repudiates self-government as of the 
Devil. But before the war I saw Sir Edward Carson 
organizing a rebellion against England in the Tory in- 
terest, and declaring in his speeches that he would seek 
the aid of Germany against England; and then I saw 
him taken into the war cabinet; and I read that Irishmen 
desiring to volunteer with the Irish flag and under Irish 
officers were refused. Recently I read that conscription 
was to be enforced, and that cannon and tanks which 
were needed in France were being shipped to Ireland: I 
read that General French, who had refused to obey 
orders in the service of Home Rule, was sent to compel 
Irishmen to obey orders in the service of conscription. 
They were preparing—to quote the phrase of Mr. H. W 


. 
. 


Nevinson—*“the Murder of a Nation.” But now suddenly 
they have stopped. Why? Because of the “nagging” of 
the democratic forces in England, which will not give 
themselves to docility, even “when someone is trying to 
burn down the house.” 

Or take the case of Russia, the most urgent and des- 
perate of all. The working-class of Russia has revolted, 
and the first proletarian government in history has been 
established. The Russian workers are uneducated and 
untrained, and naturally conditions are bad at the start. 
They seem especially bad to Russian ladies and gentle- 
men who have to sell newspapers for a living; also to 
foreign tourists and travelling salesmen who find the 
railway-trains behind schedule and not properly cleaned. 
They seem even worse to French bankers who hold four 
billion dollars worth of Russian securities, which the 
Bolsheviki have repudiated. Some of these bonds are 
held in London and some in New York, and here too a 
clamor arises. And we know what a clamor four billion 
dollars can make in capitalist society! 


Let me make my position clear. I rejoiced when 
Kerensky came into power, and hoped that Russia would 
stay in the war and postpone her proletarian revolt. She 
refused to do this, and I am sorry; but now that the 
proletarian revolt has happened, I see that it was inevita- 
ble, and I try to choose the wisest course, not merely for 
the Russian people, but for other peoples who will strike 
for freedom after the war is over. I try to understand the 
forces which are demanding an invasion by Japan—con- 
cocting tales about German armies in Siberia in order to 
justify the demand. I know these agencies at home, our 
Wall Street newspapers and politicians. I know them in 
London, your organs of Toryism and reaction, such as 
the “Morning Post” and the “Saturday Review” and the 
“National Review.” 


The thing they demand, an invasion of revolutionary 
Russia by Japan, would be, from the point of view of a 
Socialist, the blackest calamity. For Japan is an autoc- 
racy—even more of an autocracy than Germany. When 
Japan was troubled with Socialists a few years ago, 
she framed up a crude plot against them and sent 
some thirty or forty to the gailows. If Japan invades 
Siberia, not merely will the Allies forfeit their moral 
superiority in this war, but they will derive no military 
advantage, for they will merely drive the Russian people 
into the arms of Germany. Will you think that I am a 
fanatic if I say that there are forces in all the Allied 
countries which would do that rather than see the Bolsh- 
evik government succeed? I really believe this; just as 
I believe there are in England leading statesmen who 
would rather patch up a compromise with Germany than 
see the war end in the overthrow of the Kaiser and the 
establishment of a German Social-democracy. 

What is holding up the invasion of Siberia? Presi- 
dent Wilson, the one statesman in power who is whole- 
heartedly on the side of the people, who really believes in 
a Clean Peace and the Internation. He is being secretly 
and subtly fought by all the agencies of reaction of our 
country, led by the Wall Street newspapers; and unless I 
am greatly mistaken, he is not always having an easy time 
in his discussions with some of the ruling-class states- 
men of England and France and Italy. I believe that the 


way to help him is to point out this situation to the 
people in America, and to organize a strong and deter- 
mined and intelligent democracy in our country. 

I think it a calamity that the American labor move- 
ment has just sent to England and France a delegation 
with a reactionary message. I am pleading with Amer- 
ican labor to see both sides of the questions of the war; 
and strange as it may sound to you, I believe that to do 
this is to make victory easier. For we are not fighting 
stocks and stones, but human beings; in the long run the 
issue of the war depends upon the endurance of the 
populations at home, and I know that the German people 
will quit much sooner if they are convinced that the 
forces of Democracy and Social Justice are in power in 
the Allied nations, and that the consequence oi a German 
breakdown would be, not the dismemberment of Ger- 
many, but a Clean Peace and the Internation. 


CIRCE: by M. C. S. 


With all my woman’s charms I set the snare, 

And then, lest these should fail, I searched you through 
For whims and cherished dreams to pander to. 

I followed you at work, at play—oh, there 

Was naught of you too small for my design! 

For well I knew, if I would make you mine, 

That I must draw the image fair and whole 

And flattering—the image of your soul! 


Into myself I subtly wove each part, 

Component of your being, and as well 

Those things which you in dreams had thought to be. 
Oh, rose and sesame of Circe’s art! 

Then was it strange that when in love you fell 

With that reflected self, you worshipped me? 


A TELEGRAM FOR RUSSIA 


President Woodrow Wilson, Washington, D. C. 

Earnestly urge you withstand propaganda for intervention 
in Russia. Such action taken at present must inevitably amount 
to participation in civil war on reactionary side. It will weaken 
our moral position and exasperate radical elements in allied 
countries. If we wait, the Soviets must ultimately ask our help. 
Meantime the danger of German gains in Russia is deliberately 


.exaggerated by Russian bondholding interests. Any material 


gains made by Germany must be more than balanced by spread 


of revolutionary propaganda in Germany. 
UPTON SINCLAIR. 


A TELEGRAM FOR SUFFRAGE 


Senator James K. Vardaman, Washington, D. C. 

The little girl who used to play next door to you has grown 
up and wants to vote. This not merely in California but also 
when she comes home. She remembers your old time gallantry 
and asks you to vote for the suffrage amendment. 

Mary Craig Sinclair. 


Canterbury Road, Brixton, London, S. W. 
Dear Upton Sinclair: 

Thank you for sending me the trial number of your new 
magazine. I am much in sympathy with your international aims 
and so wish you all success in preaching them. 

Sincerely yours, Havelock Ellis. 


AN ATTACK OF APPENDICITIS 


Since the last number of this magazine appeared, the 
editor has had his appendix transferred into a bottle of 
alcohol. I recall that when my son lost his first tooth, 
he put it up at auction, inviting his grandmothers to bid 
for the possession of it. He now has the appendix in 
alcohol; but he says that for the benefit of the magazine 
the family should be willing to make any sacrifice. If 
anybody wants to bid— 


For the past four weeks I have lain on my back, and 
in that time have consumed many books. It happens 
that the books came from many different parts of the 
world, and in telling about them, I will classify them 
accordingly. 


Russia 


My friend Frederik Van Eeden, one of the ablest all- 
around men of letters I know, tells me that Dostoievsky 
is the master of all novelists: he has penetrated deeper 
into the human heart than any other writer of modern 
times. It must be so; and doubtless I am passing judg- 
ment upon myself; but the truth must be told, that I 
have never been able to read one of Dostoievsky’s 
novels through. His characters are drunkards, degener- 
ates and criminals; and I am interested in this kind of 
thing only to the extent of escaping from it. And Dos- 
toievsky knows no way of escape, he has no vision, 
either political or social. 

The novel I tried to read on this occasion was a good 
fat one, some eight hundred pages. When you are lying 
on your back in a hospital, you want a real man-sized 
book to keep you busy. It is “The Brothers Kramazov,” 
and tells about a father and some sons who are drunk 
most of the time and tangled up with a stupid prosti- 
tute. The old father has money, and so has the advan- 
tage, and apparently one of the sons is on the way to 
murdering him. To cheer you up while the climax is pre- 
paring, there is a monastery full of monks who hate one 
another like poison, and one venerable and lovable saint, 
in whose spirituality you are apparently expected to find 
hope for Russia and mankind. But this saint dies, and 
the youngest Karamazoy brother, who loves him, has 
his faith in God and his hope for humanity shattered 
forever, because the expected miracle does not happen— 
Father Zossima stinks like any other corpse! 

If I get any farther with Dostoievsky I will report in 
our next. 


Austria 


From Russia we move to Austria, or rather to Switz- 
erland, where an officer, escaped from the Austrian army 
with a price upon his head, has written a book about the 
war. It is a book full of horrors, the worst imaginable, 
but I stand them without protest, for the author hag 
what I require, a vision and a purpose. This man has 
been taught by the war to hate war and to voice his 
hatred. If there are many Andreas Latzkos in the Aus- 
trian army, we shall see startling events before long. I 
shall not soon forget the man in the trench-dugout who 
has his head blown off and a phonograph-record substi- 
tuted; nor the picture of the old general who hates the 
word Peace and all those who say it, because in war- 


time he is important and well taken care of, but in peace- 
time he is an old duffer on a.pension. I advise you to 
read “Men in War.” 


South America 


My next journey was taken in company with Harry 
Franck, a young American “vagabond.” We are old 
friends, as I went around the world with him a few years 
ago, and again through Mexico and Central America and 
the Canal Zone. Franck has excellent qualities as a trav- 
eling companion. He is hard as steel, and can walk all 
day for years on end in any climate and on any kind of 
native food; he has patience and persistence, unbounded 
curiosity, a keen sense of humor, and complete absence 
of prejudice. 

This time we set out to travel the length of the Andes 
on foot. We had no idea what we were undertaking in 
this “Vagabond Journey.” The Andes, it appears, are 
built like a comb. You go up one peak, and then down 
into a valley; as the latitude is that of the equator, you 
go from jungle heat to arctic cold. In the course of the 
journey you encounter every stage of civilization; you 
live with stolid Indians whose standards are below those 


-of their domestic animals; then you come to a city in a 


South American republic, in which idle young fops de- 
velop a futile, provincial culture, with riots over a law 
permitting other religions beside the Apostolic Roman 
Catholic; and then you climb a few more peaks and 
plunge into a few more chasms, and come, ill of dysen- 
tery, to an American mining district, and are received 
into a company hospital, where the doctors are drunk 
and the nurses playing bridge, and the native attendants 
wipe the thermometer on their filthy shirt-tails before 
they put it in your mouth. 

We have adopted the Russian formula of “Self- 
determination for all peoples.” Each race shall live as it 
pleases, and nobody shall have the right to interfere. 
But I wonder! Has any race the right to live as those 
filthy, stolid Indians on the plateaus of the Andes? Has 
any race the right to have yellow fever and typhoid? 
For that matter, has any race the right to be sunk in 
what George Sterling calls “the liquid manure of super- 
stition ?” 

In the East Side City Jail of Los Angeles there so- 
journ just now three Christian pacifists. One of them, the 
Reverend Floyd Hardin, publishes in the “Internation- 
alist” for June an article from which I quote: 

The great abyss which now threatens to engulf the race is 
a proposal for a United States of the World. It is a vast and 
unthinkable conspiracy against human life. . . . . For organi- 
zation is the great enemy of life. .... Once organization has 
invaded life, the fine human gestures give way to mechanical 


processes, and the cry of the human is lost in the rumbling of 
the machine. 


So you see what lively debates we shall have in the 
coming world parliament! For my part, I give notice 
that if ever I am elected an international legislator, I 
shall vote against the right of any people to be filthy 
and diseased as the Peruvian Indians. 


France 


Sometime ago I was groping about for a title to the 
novel “King Coal,” and I thought quite seriously of call- 


ing it “Hell.” It would have helped to express my opinion 
of the Colorado coal country. But a respectable pub- 
lisher offered to bring out the book, so I had to abandon 
this title. Recently I read that Henri Barbusse, author of 
“Under Fire,” had published a novel, written before the 
war, the title of it being “l’Enfer.” I wanted to know 
more about Barbusse, so I sent to France for this novel. 

It contains three hundred and fifty pages, of which I 
have read seventy. The scene is a boarding-house in 
Paris, respectable but dreary, after the fashion of board- 
ing-houses. The hero is a young clerk who comes to the 
city, and stands in the middle of his newly-rented room 
and reflects upon the forlornness of life; until suddenly he 
discovers a hole high up in the wall, and life becomes 
worth while again. He peers through the hole and for 
thirty pages we have the detailed excitements of watch- 
ing a woman undress and go to bed. Next day the hero 
continues to peer through the hole, and for twenty pages 
more we have the excitements of watching a boy and 
girl, children of the landlady, discovering their incipient 
impudicity. 

I remember, some years ago, trying to read “Clay- 
hanger,” by Arnold Bennett. Early in the book the hero 
started to walk across a bridge, but lingered in the middle 
to reflect upon his past. I got tired of waiting, and for 
all I know Edward Clayhanger may still be standing in 
the middle of that bridge. And so with Barbusse’s novel; 
for all I know the entire story may consist of looking 
into Hell through a hole in a boarding-house wall. 

This book reminds us that Peace has its hells as well 
as War. So far as I am concerned, the people of France 
might exactly as well be engaged as they are today, as 
be engaged as they were before the war, on the testimony 
of one of their ablest writers. 


Home, Sweet Home 


You may call it provincialism, jingoism, or what you 
please, but after sojourning with Russians, Barbussians, 
Austrians, Mexicans, Central Americans, Colombians, 
Peruvians and Bolivians, I realized that I like Americans. 
I will go farther yet. At the risk of forfeiting the respect 
of my cosmopolitan and super-cultured friends, I will 
declare my conviction that the American people, taken in 
the mass, have a higher moral practice than any other 
nation of the present or the past; that there is less drunk- 
enness, less sexual excess, and less avarice per thousand 
of population in America than in any other nation of the 
present or the past; that there is more continence, more 
industry, more idealism and more effective kindness. 

If I have any shred of reputation as a critic or a 
thinker, I can see it vanish when those atrociously pro- 
vincial statements are read by my friends in Greenwich 
Village. Yet I make it; and what is more, I believe that 
I can justify it according to Karl Marx. We Socialists 
teach the economic interpretation of virtues and vices; we 
ask for the people self-government and an abundance of 
food, and maintain that a higher civilization will auto- 
matically result. Now it happens that America is the 
country in which—I don’t say all the people, but a larger 
proportion of the people have had self-government and 
an abundance of food than anywhere else. In Europe the 
people have had starvation and enslavement; the result 


is drunkenness, incontinence, avarice and hate—-and the 
most awful plunge into misery and torment that history 
has ever seen. So to-day we see the peoples of Europe 
turning their eyes to the idealism and the effective kind- 
ness of America as a lost mariner to the torch of the 
Statue of Liberty. Even in Germany and Austria today 
hte downtrodden and miserable populations are turning 
their eyes toward Woodrow Wilson; and Wilson is sim- 
ply the momentary spokesman of that higher moral 
standard which America has cultivated, and with which 
it is now to save mankind. 

A couple of generations ago Mark Twain went over to 
Europe, and in his “Innocents Abroad” he voiced the 
judgment of our primitive culture upon that of the old 
world. He was high spirited and impertinent, provincial 
and crude; but now we have had time to examine the old 
world’s culture more carefully, and to choose what is 
good. And now in company with two plain middle-aged 
Americans, progressive editors from Kansas, we make a 
tour of the war-zone in the interest of the Red Cross. 
“The Martial Adventures of Henry and Me” is the title; 
“Henry” being Henry J. Allen and “Me” being William 
Allen White, of Emporia, Kansas. We take the bull by 
the horns, you see, and admit our source to be the most 
provincial of all states—Kansas, the butt of jokemakers 
since the first cyclone blew and the first Populist sprout- 
ed whiskers. In this new “Innocents Abroad” there is the 
same quaint humor, the same boldness, the same clear- 
eyed facing of the fact; but also there is chastened hu- 
manity and wise tenderness. It is really a most lovable 
book, and so characteristic of America in every line that 
I would like my European friends to read it; also I would 
like my Socialist friends to read it—more especially those 
foreigners who have come to America and think they 
know America, but who, alas, have had no chance of 
knowing anything but the wage-slavery of America. 


Holland 


Next to Americans, I believe I like Dutchmen. I 
found them the kindest and the politest people in Europe; 
the only people who never tried to short change me or to 
give me lead coins. They are a people slow to anger; 
hence the significance of the work of Louis Raemaekers, 
which I have next to tell about. 

I would describe Raemaekers as a phagocyte. You 
have read, no doubt, Metchnikoff’s account of how a hos- 
tile germ invades your body, and instantly the body re- 
acts, manufacturing germs of its own to overcome the 
invader. Just so, in our time, the international body has 
been assailed, and the conscience of the world reacts and 
develops forces to save itself. Before the war Louis Rae- 
maekers was an obscure cartoonist for the Amsterdam 
“Telegraaf.” He witnessed the invasion of Belgium, with 
all its unthinkable atrocities, and he came to the rescue— 
a wonderful vindication of the ancient proverb that the 
pen is mightier than the sword. His cartoons have gone 
all over the world; they have even gone into Germany, 
and the German government has put a price on the artist 
Raemaeker’s head. 

For the first time a collection of the best of these 
drawings are available to Americans, published by the 
Century Company. By way of notes they have been pro- 


vided with evidence—frequently taken from the mouths 
of Germany’s own statesmen and soldiers. The result is 
a propaganda volume of first class value. 


England 


Also I like Englishmen; I like them because they are 
so different from what they are reported to be. For ex- 
ample, because they have such a keen sense of humor! 


They have seen quite as much of the horrors of war as 
Raemaekers; and yet—would you ever have thought it 
possible?—their national cartoonist has chosen to repre- 
sent it as if it were a farce at the Haymarket. Bruce 
Bairnsfather is the name of this artist; he is a captain in 
the British army at the front, and if you don’t know his 
drawings of the war, you have something to learn about 
England. There is nothing in the world too horrible for 
Bairnsfather to tackle, and to make you laugh about until 
your sides ache. He has a drawing called “The Better 
Ole,” which we reproduce. England was so happy over 
it that someone got up a farce on the theme, and for a 
year there has been standing-room only. The big-wigs 
and the orthodox respectables write to the newspapers 
protesting against this degradation of military dignity 
and glory, but every man from general to private who 
gets home on leave makes haste to see his adventures 
turned to howling farce in “The Better ’Ole.” 


JOHN REED VS. MAXIM GORKY 


(The newspapers printed recently an article from the pen of 
Maxim Gorky, denouncing the Bolsheviki. I like to hear both 
sides of disputed questions, so I asked John Reed what he 
thought of Gorky’s attitude. His letter is so interesting that I 
print it in full.) 


Croton-on-Hudson, New York, June 19, 1918. 
Dear Upton: 

I received your letter and appreciate your generosity in tak- 
ing my estimate of Gorky in lieu of Gorky’s estimate of the 
Russian Revolution. 

I teel very doubtful of being able to make you see Gorky as 
I saw him—or at least as I read him; for althcugh I dined at his 
house, I didn’t succeed in-getting any nearer to him than a vio- 
lent quarrel with Marie Andreeva. But besides his written word, 
I also had intimate reports of him from the Russian novelist, 
Eugene Zamiatin, for one of whose books Gorky was writing a 
preface, and from others of Gorky’s close friends 


Gorky, it is true, stood with the Bolsheviki until the insur- 
rection was in full swing. His party, the Novaya Zhizn group 
(United Social Democrats Internationalists), remained with 
them afterward, too. Avilov, one of Gorky’s best journalists, was 
Minister of Posts and Telegraphs in the first Soviet Cabinet, 
and others of Gorky’s supporters and of the Novaya Zhiza staff 
were also members of the insurrectionary Military Revolution- 
ary Cominittee and of the Executive Committee of the Soviets. 
The editor of the Novaya Zhizn himself (name for the moment 
escapes me), became editor of the Soviet organ Isvestia just 
before i left. 

Gorky took an original and characteristic attitude. He vio- 
lently opposed the suppression of the bourgeois and moderate 
Socialist press, operated by the Bolsheviki in the heat of insur- 
rection, and liited later. He was horrified at the early arrests 
which occurred at the same time. But more than all else, he 
was shocked at the bloodshed. 

Now everybody who was in Russia at the time knows that 
there was almost no bloodshed. The Bolshevik revolution was 
the least bloody uprising in history. At Moscow there was se- 
vere street-fighting, it is true, and about eight hundred persons 
lost their lives. Gorky was in Moscow during the fighting. 
He has written, in his paper, an illuminating series of reports 


on what he saw. It was evidently the first time Gorky had ever 
seen fighting. He was astounded and revolted, 


For example, he tells this story. He came upon a soldier, 
standing in an archway near the Kremlin, watching, 

A man darted out of a cross-street and ran across the 
square. The soldier immediately threw up his gun and fired at 
the running figure, bringing him down. 

Gorky asked the soldier why he had shot. 

“Why,” answered the man, “He was running.” 

This was, remember, during the street-fighting, which lasted 
for six days. 

Later, in Petrograd, Gorky saw a mob seize a thief and beat 
him to death—which I think is a method of summary and ele- 
mentary justice indulged in by most peoples in time of Revolu- 
tion—isn’t it? 

Well, from such things Gorky made up his mind that the 
“Russian people,” as he said, were “the cruelest and most blood- 
thirsty race of savages in the world.” 

That is his premise, so to speak. The Bolsheviki were de- 
termined and efficient in their plan of proletarian dictatorship. 
Cruel, however, they were conspicuously not; nor bloodthirsty. 
Russians in Revolution are laughably merciful and forgiving, to 
a Westerner. Gorky bases most of his indictment of the Revo- 
lution on that ground, but almost anyone who was in Russia 
last fall can testify as to the lack of bloodshed; if he wants to 
tell the truth. 

As to my analysis of the attitude of the Russian bourgeoisie 


_and the “moderate” Socialists, I stand where Gorky stood all 


last year. In what followed, I think perhaps I was in a better 
position to overlook the violencé and injustice which cannot 
help going on in times of Revolution, and see beyond them to 
the beauty and bigness of the thing as a whole. 

I have noticed before the quotation you send me. This is 
not the tirst time most of these accusations have been hurled at 
the head of the Soviet government. When I was in Petrograd 
the Menshevik and Socialist Revolutionary and bourgeois jour- 
nals were then saying that the peasants were fighting over 
the distributed land, that the soldiers were massacring whole- 
sale, that industry was disintegrating into utter chaos. It was 
not true then; it may be true now. But if it is true, from what 
I know of Russia I should say that it was not lack of organiz- 
ing ability, or the power to work together, or any lack of proof 
that the thing would work, which caused these things, but the 
ceaseless and desperate efforts of the ruling-class to regain its 
property by the help of foreign bayonets, coupled with imperial- 
istic forcign invasion from the front, and the threat of the same 
thing from the rear, and no help or sign of effective sympathy 
from any quarter of the world. 

In my experience, however, the Soviet government was do- 
ing phenomenal creative work in industry, and the peasants 
were dividing the land and getting to an agreement about it. 
Fights undoubtedly go on in the villages; the poor peasants 
were urged to combine against the rich peasants, so as to pre- 
vent the rich peasants from hogging more than their share. 

Those ‘monstrous rumors” are in line with the quantity of 
legends which find a ready receptacle in Gorky’s ear. He al- 
ready thinks that Russians are monstrous, you see. 

The dreaded Mr. Bleichman’s advocacy of massacre is noth- 
ing new. As in all Revolutions, there is always somebody 
around Petrograd urging wholesale slaughter. If the bour- 
beoisie keep on sabotaging and calling upon Germans and Japs 
to come and save their property, it might even happen. I can’t 
somehow see Russians cold-bloodedly resolving to do it, how- 
ever, and then doing it. 

The Soviets and the workers’ democratic organizations are 
always urging the workers to get busy. So much for that. 

Maxim Gorky is a very sick man. Moreover, he is very 
much under the influence of Marie Andreeva, who is beautiful, 
theatrical and romantic, who wants to manage things herself for 
the ignorant workingmen, and who finds the Revolution disap- 
pointing Oh that Russian intelligentsia! How profoundly it 
misunderstands and disapproves of the Russian mass! 

Please send the paper. I don’t think your optimisms are 
justified, or that you are right, but I do recognize that you are 


Q he devil. 
honest as the devi Yours, JOHN REED. 


THE PROFITS OF RELIGION 


A Study of Supernaturalism as a Source of Income and a Shield to Privilege. 
(Copyright, 1918, by Upton Sinclair) 


We have heard from many clergymen about “The 


Profits of Religion”, and needless to say, not all of 
them agree with what we have written. In the present 
issue we offer them consolation; we deal with the 
“fake” religions—that is, those which have been re- 
vealed in the last hundred years or so, and which it is, 
therefore, proper to criticize. Next month we shall 
conclude with “Book Seven: The Church of the 
Social Revolution.” We trust that our many friends 
who have misunderstood us will read this, and see that 


we are not lacking in true reverence. 

“The Profits of Religion” will be published com- 
plete in book form in August. It will be printed from 
the same clear type as this magazine, and on good 
paper. We ask our readers to place their orders in 
advance, so that we may have the means to get the 
book ready. The prices are: Single copy, paper, 50c 
postpaid; three copies, $1.20; ten copies, $3.00; single 
copy. cloth, $1.00 postpaid; three copies, $2.25; ten 
copies, $6.00. 


BOOK SIX: THE CHURCH OF THE QUACKS 
Tabula Rasa 


Nature has given us Americans a virgin continent, a 
clean slate upon which to write what we will. And what 
are we writing? What is our intellectual life? I came 
to the far West, which I had been taught by novelists 
and poets to think of as a place of freedom. I came 
because I like freedom; I am staying because I like the 
climate. I find that what freedom means in the West is 
the ability of ignorant and fanatical persons to start 
some new, fantastical quirk of scriptural interpretation, 
to build a new cult around it, and earn a living out of it. 


My first contact with that sort of thing was when I 
went to the Battle Creek Sanitarium to investigate hy- 
drotherapy, and found myself in a nest of Seventh-day 
Adventism. Three generations or so ago some odd char- 
acter hit upon the discovery that the Christian churches 
had let the devil snare them into resting on the first day 
of the week, whereas the Bible states distinctly that the 
Lord “rested the seventh day.” So here is a million dol- 
lar establishment, with a thousand or two patients and 
employees, and on Friday at sundown the silence of death 
settles upon the place, and stays settled until sundown 
of Saturday, when everything comes suddenly to life 
again, and there is a little celebration, like Easter or 
New Year's, with what I used to call “sterilized danc- 
ing’”—the men pairing with men and the women with 
women. 

They are decent and kindly people, and you learn to 
put up with their eccentricities; it is really convenient 
in some ways, because, as not all the city shares their 
delusions, there are some stores open every day of the 
week. But then you discover that the Sanitarium is 
training “medical missionaries” to send to Africa, and 
is teaching these supposed-to-be-scientists that evolution 
is a doctrine of the devil, and not proven anyhow! 

You get the shrewd little doctor who is running this 
establishment alone in his office, and he will smile and 
admit that of course it is not necessary to take all Bible 
phrases literally ; but you know how it is—there are dif- 
ferent levels of intelligence, and so on. Yes, I know how 
it is. You have an institution founded upon a certain 
dogma, and run by means of that dogma, and it is hard 
to change without smashing things. It is especially con- 
venient when servants and nurses have a religious 
upbringing and do not steal the pocket-books of the 


patients. People will come from all over the country, 
and pay high prices to stay in such a sanitarium; you 
can make vegetarians of them, which is far more import- 
ant than teaching abstract notions about their being 
descended from monkeys. Also you can manufacture 
vegetarian foods for them, and build up an enormous 
business—so obtaining that Power which is the thing 
desired of men. 

This is but one illustration of a sort of thing of 
which I could cite a hundred. The city in which I live 
is headquarters of another sect, the “Pentecostal Church 
of the Nazarene”; they are primitive Methodists, Bible- 
worshippers not content with the King James version, 
but going back to the Sinaitic MS. They have a “Uni- 
versity,” located in one of the most beautiful spots that 
Nature ever made; an institution with seventy-five 
students, the “president” being a preacher whom I found 
with grease on the ample expanse of his black broadcloth 
waistcoat, and a speech full of the commonest gram- 
matical errors, such as “you was” and “I seen.” The past 
year witnessed a split, and the founding of a brand new 
church and “University”—because one of the preachers 
insisted upon preaching so much that the students got 
no chance to study; also because he sent home a rich 
man’s daughter whose shirt-waists revealed too much 
of her fleshly nature. 

And there is an even stranger phenomenon in the 
locality, taking you back to the Libyan desert and the 
time of Thais. A lady-friend of mine, generously blessed 
with this world’s goods, asks me have I seen the hermit. 
“Hermit?” I say, and she replies, “Didn’t you know 
there was a hermit? He lives on a mountain, in a cave, 
and never has anything to do with the world. He has 
no books; he contemplates spiritually.” I picture my 
friend with her large limousine, a rolling palace full of 
ladies, drawing up at the door of this hermit’s cave. “He 
received you?” I ask. “Yes, he was quite polite,’ “And 
twhat was your impression of him?” “Oh, how he 
stank!” I answer that it is the odor of sanctity, and my 
friend thinks that I am enormously witty; I have to 
explain to her that I am not jesting, but that there are 
definite physiological phenomena incidental to the 
ecstatic life. 

Holy Rolling 


All over America you will find these weird Bible- 
cults, some of them pathetic, some of them dangerous, 
some of them merely grotesque. Thus, for example, 


there was John Alexander Dowie, who founded the 
“Christian Catholic Church in Zion,’ and dressed him- 
self up in scarlet and purple robes with stars on. Through 
his Zion City Bank and Zion Realty Company he became 
enormously wealthy; he finally announced himself as 
“Elijah the Restorer.” I remember as a boy how he 
brought his gospel to New York, and P. T. Barnum with 
Tom Thumb and the white elephant never made such a 
sensation. The ridicule of the metropolis overwhelmed 
the old prophet, and he died and passed on his robes and 
his tabernacle and his bank to his son; and straightway, 
according to the rule of all religions, the followers fell 
to quarreling and splitting up, and suing one another in 
the law-courts. 


Also there are the “Holy Rollers” and “Holy Jump- 
ers,” ghastly sects which cultivate the religious hys- 
terias, and have spread like a plague among the women 
of our lonely prairie farms and desert ranches. The 
“Holy Rollers,’ who call themselves the “Apostolic 
Church,” have a meeting place here in Pasadena, and any 
Sunday evening at nine o’clock you may see the Spirit 
of the Lord taking possession of the worshippers, caus- 
ing moans and shrieks and convulsions; you may see a 
woman holding her hands aloft for seventeen minutes 
by the watch, making chattering sounds like an ape. 
This is called “talking in tongues” and is a sign of the 
presence of the Holy Spirit. If you come back at eleven 
in the evening, you will find the entire congregation, men 
and women, prostrate on the floor, or hanging over the 
the benches; and maybe a child moaning in terror, hav- 
ing a devil cast out. 


You may be interested, perhaps, to know how to 
throw yourself into these convulsions. Here is a paper 
called “Trust ;’ which is “published monthly (D. V.) in 
the interests of Elim Faith Work and Bible Training 
School.” Elizabeth Sisson writes on “The Pentecostal 
Baptism,” and tells the story of her experiences. She 
“camped on the Word of God,” she declares. 


“IT went up to Calgary in Canada, and the leader of the mis- 
sion told me, ‘You can go down to the mission and stay there 
all day. There is plenty of wood, and you can stay there all 
night.’ I went down, and there was plenty of “let go” in me. 
I cried, and prayed all I knew, and got wonderfully loosed. . . 

Then the Lord said to me, “Now, no more praying!” God 
told me it was mine. What was there left for me to pray about. 
He spoiled my praying and I took up praising. I praised God 
that He who worked in the Upper Room was working the same 
in me. I praised, and I praised, and I praised. The devil said 
to me, “That’s mechanical.” I said, “I’ll praise You, Lord, and 
if You want real praise, You'll have to put the wind in the 
sails.” 

That’s the way I came through. One morning I was just 
getting out of bed, “this gibberish, this jargon,” as the enemy 
likes to call it, began to come. The Lord said, “Let it babble!” 
I let. The babble increased, and by night I was up to my neck. 
I let. I still let. That’s all. Someone else does the work, and 
it does not tire you. 


And here is another paper. “Meat in Due Season: 
published monthly, or as often as the Lord leads.” The 
editor quotes the Bible, “Call upon the name of the 
Lord,” and explains that “Call means call.” The word 
appears to have a special meaning to these Pentecostal 
persons—it means working yourself into a frenzy of agi- 
tation; as the editor puts it, “you must lay hold of the 


horns of the altar.” He goes on to exhort—the italics 


being his. 

Pray as if your very life depended upon it! The first few 
minutes seemingly all the powers of hell will contend every 
word. The next few, relief in a measure will come, more liberty 
in calling. In a very little while you will be dead to the room, 
dead to the chair, dead to everyone around you, dead to all and 
tremendously alive to your desperate need and emptyness; this 
conviction will grow as you increase calling upon Him. It 
maybe you'll weep, it maybe you'll perspire, it maybe your 
clothing will be deranged, it maybe your throat will get sore. 
Never for a moment let your mind rest on the conditions of 
your person. Open your mouth and God has promised to fill 
it. Ask persistently until the very floor seems to sink beneath 
you and the fountains of the deep, of your heart let loose. Like 
David, ‘pour out your soul,’ like one would pour water out of a 
bucket. I have seen hundreds get through right at this point. 
When self-thought, reticence, decorum, reserve, propriety and 
dignity had all been thrown to the four winds of heaven. Self 
was then obliterated and consciousness of person gone. Draw 
near to God and, He will draw near to you saith the scripture, 
but you must draw near to Him first. 


These enthusiasts derive their practices from the 
Shakers, a sect which originated in England, but was 
driven by persecution to the New World. The Shakers 


‘call themselves the “United Society of True Believers in 
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Christ’s Second Coming,” and were founded by Ann Lee, 
who variously termed herself the “Female Christ,” the 
“Holy Comforter,” and the “God-anointed Woman.” 
They might be termed the suffragettes of Religion, for 
they pray always to “Our Father and Mother, which are 
in heaven.” They were taught the convenient doctrine 
that their Founder had “spiritual illumination,” so that 
any evidence of the senses used against her might deceive. 
She governed through terror, holding that by her mental 
powers she could inflict torment upon any of her follow- 
ers. Fortunately she taught absolute celibacy, and so 
there are now only about a thousand of her disciples. 


Koreshanity 


Such are the beliefs built on the Bible. But there are 
other ancient writings with strange nomenclature and 
ritual and symbolism, calculated to impress the unlet- 
tered; also our prophets have imaginations of their own, 
and can invent nomenclature and ritual and symbolism 
never seen in heaven nor on earth before. Thus there is 
Dr. Newo Newi New, who called himself “Archbishop of 
the Newthot Church,” and gathered about him a harem 
of devoted females in San Francisco, and was landed in 
jail for using the mails to defraud. Or there is “Oahspe, 
the Cosmic Bible,” a work of brand-new revelation with 
a brand-new view of the universe and all things therein: 

The reader soon discovers that he must radically revise 
not only his ideas of celestial Cosmogony, but the order and 
significance of names and titles commonly applied to the 
Transcendental Brethren. The great provinces of Etheria are 
presided over by chiefs, chosen for their superior development in 
wisdom and love. For our solar system to cross one of these 
provinces requires about 3,000 years, and between them are 
belts of high Etherian light which take several years to pass 
over. The passage of each province is a cycle of earthly his- 
tory, and the crossings are called Dawns of Dan. 


And here is Koreshanity, a reveiation vouchsafed by 
the Lord to Dr. C. R. Teed of Chicago in the year 1889. 
This new seer took the name of Koresh, which is Hebrew 
for Cyrus, “the Shepherd from Joseph, the Stone of 


Israel, the Sun-Man, the illuminating centre of the son 
of man,” and went out on the streets of the city to preach 
that the earth is a hollow sphere with the stars inside. 
The street urchins of the pork-packing metropolis threw 
stones at him, and the irreverent newspapers took up his 
adventures, with the result that followers gathered, and 
now there is a flourishing colony in Florida, with a digni- 
fied magazine called “The Flaming Sword,” and a collec- 
tion of propaganda volumes: “The Cellular Cosmogony, 
an Exposition of Koreshan Universology and the New 
Geodesy” ; “The Immortal Manhood, the Laws and Pro- 
cesses of its Attainment in the Flesh’; “The Great Red 
Dragon, by Lord Chester”; “The Coming of the Shep- 
herd from Joseph, the Standing of the Great Ensign, by 
Koresh.” The “Religio-science”’ of this Chicago reve- 
lator is based, first upon some precise measurements of 
the earth which prove that its surface is concave; and 
second upon some phililogical dicoveries very much 
resembling puns. Thus the “cross of Christ” is explained 
in a sense of the word more common among horse-breed- 
ers than among theologians. 

The highest characteristic of the alchemical law is the 
cross of Christ with sensual man. The cross means that the 
Lord God, in order to perpetuate his own being, descends into 
the race of sensuality. 

And again, when someone asks an explanation of 
meteors, the answer is: 


The word Heaven means things heaved up, that is, heaved 
up from their material basis. the earth; thus, the meteors which 
fall to the earth are composed of metallic, mineral, and geologic 
substances, being materialized or actually created in the atmos- 
phere by an alchemico-organic process from zones or belts 
periodically open, which precipitate their contents in the form 
or shape of meteors.” 


And perhaps I ought also to quite the “Indicia of 
Human Progress,” by “Berthaldine, Matrona.” I don’t 
know what a “Matrona” is—unless it is a female matron. 
This female matron tells me that now is the “Time of 
Restitution,” and explains that “the prolification of the 
human race has reached a fruition of the adultery of the 
truth and good of the Lord with the fallacies and evils of 
the mortal hells“... We have come, it seems, to the “age 
of Pisces,” which is “one of the greatest radical prolifica- 
tion”; and what we now need is the “power of polariza- 
tion,” so that we may join “the White Horse Army of the 
Most High,” which is “the organization of the Aquarian 
age,” proclaimed by Koresh on January 15th, 1891. 


Mazdaznan 


And here is another and even more startling revela- 
tion from Chicago, given to a seer by the name of Dr. 
Otoman Prince of Adusht Ha’nish, prophet of the Sun 
God, Prince of Peace, Manthra Magi of Temple El Kat- 
man, Kalantar of Zoroastrian Breathing and Envoy of 
Mazdaznan living, Viceroy-Elect and International Head 
of Master-Thot, and Re-incarnation of Jesus, the Christ. 
If you had happened to live near the town of Mendota, 
Illinois, and had known the German grocer-boy named 
Otto Hanisch, you might at first have trouble in recog- 
nizing him through this transmogrification. I have traced 
his career in the files of the Chicago newspapers, and find 
him herding sheep, setting type, preaching prestidigita- 
tion, mesmerism, phrenology, and fake spiritualism. I 
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have in my possession a photograph of his original busi- 
ness-card: “Herr Otto Hanisch, Illusionist.” He was 
first a member of the Mormon Church, then of the 
“Christian Catholic Church in Zion”; and then of the cult 
of Brighouse, who claimed to be Christ returned. Fin- 
ally he sets himself up in Chicago as a Persian Magi, 
teaching Yogi breathing exercises and occult sex-lore to 
the elegant society ladies of the pork-packing metropolis. 
The Sun God, worshipped for two score centuries in 
India, Egypt, Greece, and Rome, has a new shrine on 
Lake Park Avenue, and the prophet gives tea-parties 
at which his disciples are fed on lilac-blossoms “the white 
and pinkish for males, the blue-tinted for females.” He 
wears a long flowing robe of pale grey cashmere, faced 
with white, and flexible white kid shoes, and he sells: his 
lady adorers a book called “Inner Studies,” price five 
dollars per volume, with information on such subjects as: 

The Immaculate Conception and Its Repetition; The Secrets 
of Lovers Unveiled; Our Ideals and Soul Mates; Magnetic 
Attraction and Electric Mating. 


A Grand Jury intervenes, and the Prophet goes to 
jail for six months; but that does not harm his cult, which 
now has a temple in Chicago, presided over by a lady 
called Kalantress and Evangelist; also a “Northern 
Stronghold” in Montreal, an “Embassy” in London, an 
“International Aryana” in Switzerland and “Centers” all 
over America. At the moment of going to press, the 
prophet himself is in flight, pursued by a warrant charg- 
ing him with improper conduct with a number of young 
boys in a Los Angeles hotel. 

I have dipped into Ha’nish’s revelations, which are a 
farrago of every kind of ancient mysticism—paper and 
binding from the Bible, illustrations from the Egyptian, 
names from the Zoroastrian, health rules from the Hin- 
doos, laws from the Confucians—price ten dollars per vol- 
ume. Would you like to discover your seventeen senses, 
to develop them according to the Ga-Llama principle, and 
to share the “expansion of the magnetic circles’? Here 
is the way to do it: 

Inhale through nostrils for four seconds and upon one 
exhalation, speak slowly: 

Open, O thou world-sustaining Sun, the entrance unto 
Truth hidden by the vase of dazzling light: 

Again inhale for four seconds, and breathe out the follow- 
ing sentence upon one exhalation as before: 

Soften the radiation of Thy illuminating Splendor, that I 
may behold Thy True Being. 


I have a clipping from a Los Angeles newspaper tell- 
ing of the prophet’s arriving there. He takes the front 
page with the captivating headline: “Women Didn’t 
Think Till They Put on Corsets.” The interview tells 
about his mysteriousness, his aloofness, his bird-like diet. 
(mainly pop-corn!) and his personal beauty. “Despite 
his seventy-three years, Ha’Nish evidences no sign of 
age. His keen blue eyes showed no sign of wavering. 
There were no wrinkles on his face, and his walk was 
that of a man of forty.” The humor of this becomes 
apparent when we mention that at Na’nish’s trial, three 
or four years ago, he was proven to be thirty-five years 
old! 

Being thus warned as to the accuracy of American 
journalism, we shall not be taken in by the repeated state- 


ments that the Mazdaznan prophet is a millionaire. But 
there is no doubt that he is wealthy; and as all Ameri- 
cans wish to be wealthy, I will quote his formula of pros- 
perity, his method of accomplishing what might be called 
the Individual Revolution: 

“When hungry and you do not know where to get your 
next piece of bread, do not despair. Thy Father, all-loving, 
has provided you with everything that will meet all cases of 
emergency. Place your teeth tightly together, with tongue 
pressing against the lower teeth and lips parted. Breathe in, 
close lips immediately, exhaling through the nostrils. Breathe 
again; if saliva forms in your mouth, hold your breath so you 
can swallow it first before you exhale. You thus take out of 
the air the metal-substance contained therein; you can even 
taste the iron which you convert into substance required for 
making the blood. Should you feel that, although you have 
sufficient iron in the blood, there is a lack of copper and zinc 
and silver, place upper teeth over lower, keep lower lip tightly 
to lower teeth, now breathe and you can even taste the metals 
named. Then.should you feel you need more gold element for 
your brain functions, place your back teeth together just as if 
you were to grind the back teeth, taking short breaths only. 
You will then learn to know that there is gold and silver all 


around us. That our bodies are filled with quite a quantity of 
gold.” 


Black Magic 


What all this means is that we have a continent, with 
a hundred million half-educated people, materially pros- 
perous, but spiritually starving; so any man who pos- 
sesses personality, who looks in any way strange and 
impressive, or has hunted up old books in a library, and 
can pronounce mysterious words in a thrilling voice— 
such a man can find followers. Anybody can do it with 
any doctrines from anywhere, Persia or Patagonia, Pekin 
or Pompei. I would be willing to wager that if I cared 
to come out and announce that I had had a visit from 
God last night, and ta devote such literary and emotional 
power as I possess to communicating a new revelation, I 
could have a temple, a university, and a million dollars 
within five years at the outside. And if at the énd of the 
five years I were to announce that I had played a joke on 
the world, some one of my followers would convince the 
faithful that I had been an agent of God without know- 
ing it, and that the leadership had now been turned over 
to him. 

I would not be understood as believing that all our 
cults are undiluted fakery, for that would be doing injus- 
tice to some earnest people. There are, in this country, 
many followers of the Persian reformer, Abbas Effendi, 
who call themselves Babists, and who have what I am 
inclined to think is the purest and most dignified religion 
in existence. There was a man named Jacob Beilhardt 
who founded a cult in Illinois with the painful name of 
“Spirit Fruit Colony,” who nevertheless was a man of 
spiritual insight, a true mystic; he was honest, and so he 
failed and died of a broken heart. Also there are the 
Christian Scientists and the Theosophists, so exasperat- 
ing that one would like to throw them onto the rubbish- 
heap, who yet compel us to sift over their mountains of 
chaff for the one grain of truth which will bear fruit in 
future. 


While we western races have been exploring the nat- 
ural world and perfecting the mechanical arts, the Hindoo 
students have been exploring the subconscious and its 
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strange powers. What Myers and Lodge and Janet and 
Charcot and Freud and Jung are telling us today they had 
hints of a long time ago; and doubtless they have hints of 
other things, upon which our scientists have not yet come. 
I have friends, perfectly sane and competent people, who 
tell me that they can see auras, and use this ability as a 
means of judging character. Shall I say that there are no 
auras, simply because I do not happen to have this gift of 
seeing them? In the same way, having read Gurney’s 
“Phantasms of the Living,’ I am not ready to ridicule 
the claim of the Yogi adepts, that they are able to project 
some kind of astral body, and to communicate with one 
another from distant places. But granting such occult 
powers in a world of economic strife, what follows? 
Simply new floods of charlatanism, elaborate and com- 
plicated systems of ritual and metaphysic for the delud- 
ing and plundering of the credulous. 


I have seen the thing working itself out in one case 
known to me. A young man had a gift of mental heal- 
ing; I know, because I saw it work; but it did not always 
work, and that was annoying. He was penniless, and 
had a taste for power, and to eke out his erratic endow- 
ment he got himself books of Eastern lore, and day by 
day as I watched him I could see him becoming more and 
more impressive, mysterious and forbidding. Today he 
is a full-fledged wonder-worker, with the language of a 
dozen mystic cults at his tongue’s end, and the reverent 
regard of many wealthy ladies. I have never tried to 
break through his guard, but I feel certain that he is a 
deliberate charlatan. 

This is an economic process, automatic and irresist- 
ible. Just as the manufacturer of honest foods is driven 
out by the adulterator, so the worker of miracles drives 
out the sincere investigator. As a result we have here in 
America a plague of Eastern cults, with “Swamis” using 
soft yellow robes and soft brown eyes to win the souls 
of idle society ladies. These teachers of ancient Hindoo 
lore despise us as a race of barbarians; but they stay— 
whether because of love of man or of woman, I do not 
pretend to say. 


There are the Theosophists of many brands, with 
schools and institutes and temples and colonies, and a 
doctrine as complex and detailed and fantastic as that of 
the Roman Catholics. I have already referred to the writ- 
ings of Madame Blavatsky, a runaway Russian army 
officer’s daughter, whose career reads like a tale out of 
the Arabian Nights. And here is Annie Besant, who 
was once an ardent worker in the Social-democratic Fed- 
eration. H. M. Hyndman tells of his dismay when she 
went to India and walked in a procession between two 
white bulls! Here in California is Madame Tingley, 
with a colony and a host of followers/in a miniature para- 
dise. Men work at money-lending or manufacturing 
sporting goods, and when they get old and tired they 
make the thrilling discovery that they have souls; the 
theosophists cultivate these souls, and they leave their 
money to the soul cause, and there are law-suits and 
exposes in the newspapers. For, you see, there is fero- 
cious rivalry in the game of cultivating millionaire souls; 
there are slanders and feuds, just as in soulless affairs. 
“Don’t have anything to do with Madame Tingley,” whis- 
pers a Theosophist lady to my wife: and when my wife 


in all innocence inquires, “Why not?” the awe-stricken 
answer comes, “She practices black magic!” 

And here, you see, we are far back in the history oi 
our race—back in the days of Anu and Baal and the 
Babylonian Fire-god! You remember the ancient incan- 
tation which we quoted; imagine it now. being pro- 
nounced in a whisper, with or without the bronze image, 
on the shores of San Diego bay: 

Let them die. but let me live! 

Let them be put under a ban, but let me prosper! 
Let them perish, but let me increase! 

Let them become weak, but let me wax strong! 


Mental Malpractice 


This is the other side of the fair shield of religious 
faith. Why, if there be a power which loves and can be 
persuaded to aid us, may there not also be a power which 
hates, and can be persuaded to destroy? No religion has 
ever been able to answer this, and therefore none has ever 
been able tc escape from devil-terrors. Even Jesus was 
pursued by Satan, and the Holy Catholic Church has its 
ceremonies for the exorcising of demons, and a most 
frightful formula for cursing. And here are our friends, 
the Christian Scientists, proclaiming the unreality of all 
evil, their ability to banish disease by convincing them- 
selves that they are perfect in God—yet tormented by a 
squalid phobia called “Mental Malpractice,” or “Malicious 
Animal Magnetism.” 

Christian Science is the most characteristic of Ameri- 
can religious contributions. Just as Billy Sunday is the 
price we pay for failing to educate our base-ball players, 
so Mary Baker Glover Patterson Eddy is the price we pay 
for failing to educate our farmer’s daughters. That she 
had a power to cure disease I do not doubt, because I 
have a little of it myself. 


I used to think that her “Science” made its way by 
curing the imaginary ailments of the idle rich. Ifa per- 
son has nothing to do but think that he is sick, you can 
work easy miracles by persuading him to think that he 
is well; and if he has nothing to do but think that he is 
well, he will help you to build marble churches and main- 
tain propaganda societies. But recently I have experi- 
mented with mental healing—enough to satisfy myself 
that the subconscious mind which controls our physical 
functions can be powerfully influenced by the will. 


I told the story of some of these experiments in 
Hearst’s Magazine for April, 1914. Suffice it here to say 
that if you will lay your hands upon a sick person, form- 
ing a vivid mental picture of the bodily changes you 
desire, and concentrating the power of your will upon 
them, you may be surprised by the results, especially if 
you possess anything in the way of psychic gifts. You 
do not have to adopt any theories, you do not have to do 
it in the name of any divinity, ancient or modern; the 
only bearing of such ideas is that they serve to persuade 
people to make the experiment, and to make it with per- 
sistence and intensity. So it has come about that “mir- 
acles” of healing are associated with “faith”; and so it 
comes about that sicentists are apt to flout the subject. 
But read of the work of Janet and Charcot and their fol- 
lowers of the Salpetriere; they have proven that all kinds 
of seeming-organic ailments may be entirely hysterical in 


nature, and may be cured by the simplest forms of sug- 
gestion. Understanding this, you may find it more easy 
to credit the fact that cripples do sometimes throw away 
their crutches in the grotto of Lourdes. For my part, I 
can believe that Jesus performed all the miracles of heal- 
ing attributed to him—including the raising up of people 
pronounced to be dead by the ignorance of that time. I 
am convineed that in the new science of psycho-analysis 
we have a universe as vast as the universe of the atom or 
of the stars. 

The Christian Scientists have got hold of this power; 
they have mixed it up with metaphysic and divinity, and 
built some four or five hundred churches, and printed the 
Mother Church alone knows how many million pamphlets 
and books. I once invested three of my hard-earned dol- 
lars for a copy of the Eddy Bible, and let myself be 
stunned and blinded by the flapping of metaphysical 
wings. It is unadulterated moonshine—as the Platonist 
and Berkeleyan and Hegelian and other orthodox collegi- 
ate metaphysical magi can prove to you in a minute. What 
interests me about the phenomenon is not the slinging of 
tremendous words, but the strictly Yankee use which is 
made of them. There is no nonsense about saving your 
soul in Christian Science; what it is for is to remove your 
wen, to nail down your floating kidney, and to enable you 
to hustle and make money. We saw in our politics the 
growth of a Party of the Full Dinner-Pail; contemporan- 
eous with this, and corresponding thereto, we see in our 
religious life the development of a Church of the Full 
Pocket-Book. 

It is a strict religion—strictly cash. The heads of the 
cult do not issue cheap editions of “Science and Health, 
With Key to the Scriptures,” to relieve the suffering of 
the proletariat; no—the work is copyrighted, in all its 
varying and contradictory editions, and the price is from 
three to seven-fifty according to the binding. Treatments 
cost from three dollars to ten, whether you come and get 
them or take them over the telephone. And we have no 
nousense about charity, we don’t worry about the poor 
who fester in our city slums; because poverty is a pro- 
duct of Mortal Mind, and we offer to all men a way to 
get rich right off the bat. You may come to our marble 
churches and hear people testify how through the power 
of Divine Mind they were enabled to anticipate a rise in 
the stock-market. If you don’t avail yourself of the 
opportunity, the fault is yours, and yours also the punish- 
ment. 

As to the management of the Church, the Roman 
Catholic hierarchy is a Bolshevik democracy in compari- 
son. TheChurch is controlled by an absolutely irrespon- 
sible self-perpetuating body of five men, who alone dic- 
tate its policy. I have in my hand a letter from a Christian 
Science healer who was listed as an “authorized practi- 
tioner,” and who withdrew from the Church because of 
its attitude on public questions. He sends. me a copy of 
his correspondence with the editors of the “Christian Sci- 
ence Monitor,” containing a detailed analysis of the posi- 
tion of that paper on such issues as the Ballinger land- 
frauds. He writes: 

I am thoroughly convinced now that the policy of the 
Church is consciously plutocratic. The only recommendation I 


have heard of the latest appointee to the Board of Directors is 
that he is one of the richest men in the movement. 


After the Titanic disaster, Senator Lafollette brought 
in a carefully drawn bill to compel steamship companies 
to provide life-boats and trained crews. The “Christian 
Science Monitor’ opposed this bill; and when my cor- 
respondent cited the fact, he brought out a quaint bit of 
metaphysical logic, as follows: 

One would prefer to travel on a vessel without a single 
boat, rather than on some other vessels which were loaded 
down with life-boats, where the government of Mind was not 
understood! 


New Nonsense 


In a certain city of America is a large building given 
up entirely to the whims of pretty ladies. Its floors are 
not floors but “Promenades,” and have walls of glass, 
behind which, as you stroll, you see bonnets from Paris 
and opera cloaks from London, furs from Alaska and 
blankets from Arizona, diamonds from South Africa and 
beads from the Philippines, grapes from Spain and cher- 
ries from Japan, fortune-tellers from Arabia and dancing- 
masters from Petrograd and “naturopaths” from Vienna. 
There are seventy-three shops, by actual count, contain- 
ing everything that could be imagined or desired by a 
pretty lady, whether for her body, or for that vague 
stream of emotion she calls her “soul.” One of the sev- 
enty-three shops is a “Metaphysical Library,” having 
broad windows, and walls in pastel tints, and pretty vases 
with pink flowers, and pretty gray wicker chairs in which 
the reader will please to be seated, while we probe the 
mysteries of an activity widely spread throughout 
America, called “New Thought”. 

We begin with a shelf of magazines, having mystical 
titles: Azoth; Master Mind; Aletheian; Words of 
Power; Qabalah;'Comforter; Adept; Nautilus; True 
Word; Astrological Bulletin; Unity; Uplift; Now. And 
then come shelves of pretty pamphlets, alluring to the 
eye and the purse, also shelves of imposing-looking vol- 
umes containing the lore and magic of a score of races 
and two score of centuries—together with the very new- 
est manifestations of Yankee hustle and graft. 

As in the case of Christian Science, these New 
Thoughters have a fundamental truth, which I would by 
no means wish to depreciate. It is a fact that the mysteri- 
ous Source of our being is infinite, and that we are only 
at the beginning of our thinking about it. It is a fact 
that by appeal to it we can perform seeming miracles of 
mental and moral regeneration; we can stimulate the 
flow of nervous energy and of the blood, thus furthering 
the processes of bodily healing. But the fact that God is 
Infinite and Omnipotent does not bar the fact that He 
has certain ways of working, which He does not vary; 
and that it is our business to explore and understand 
these ways, instead of setting our fancies to work imag- 
ining other ways more agreeable to our sentimentality. 

Thus, for example, if we want bread, it is God‘s decree 
that we shall plant wheat and harvest it, and grind and 
bake and distribute it. Under conditions prevailing at the 
moment, it appears to be His decree that we shall store 
the wheat in elevators, and ship it in freight cars, and buy 
it through a grain exchange, with capital borrowed from 
a national bank; in other words, that our daily bread 
shall be the plaything of exploiters and speculators, until 
such a time as we have the intelligence to form an effect- 
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ive political party and establish Industrial Democracy. 
But when you come to study the ways of God in the liter- 
ature of the New Thought, do you find anything about 
the Millers’ Trust and the Bakers’ Trust and how to ex- 
propriate these agencies of starvation? You do not! 

What you do find is Bootstrap-lifting ; you find gentle- 
man and lady practitioners shutting their eyes and lift- 
ing their hands and pronouncing Incantations in awe- 
inspiring voices—or in Capital Letters and LARGE 
TYPE: “God is infinite, God is All-loving, GOD WILL 
PROVIDE. Bread is coming to you! Bread is coming 
to you! BREAD IS COMING TO YOU! ! 

You think this is exaggeration? If so it is because 
you have never entered the building of the pretty ladies, 
and sat in the grey wicker chairs of the metaphysical 
library . One of the highest high-priestesses of the cults 
of New Nonsense is a lady named Elizabeth Towne, 
editor of “The Nautilus”; and Priestess Elizabeth tells 
you: 

“T believe the idea that money wants you, will help 
you to the right mental condition. Be a pot of honey and 
let it come.” 

I look over this Priestess’ magazine, and find it full 
of testimonies and advertisements for the conjuring of 
prosperity. “Are you in the success sphere?” asks one ex- 
horter ; the next tells you “How to enter the silence. How 
to manifest what you desire. The secret of advance- 
ment.” Another tells: “How a Failure at Sixty Won 
Sudden Success; From Poverty to $40,000 a Year—A 
Lesson for Old and Young Alike.” The lesson, it appears, 
is to pay $3.00 for a book called “Power of Will.” And 
here is another book: 

“Master Key: Which can unlock the Secret Chamber of 
Success, can throw wide the doors which seem to bar men from 
the Treasure House of Nature, and bids those enter and partake 
who are Wise enough to Understand and broad enough to Weigh 


the Evidence, firm enough to Follow their Own Judgment and 
Strong enough to Make the Sacrifice Exacted.” 


The Graft of Grace 


All this is grotesque; but it is what happens to re- 
ligions in a world of commercial competition. It happens 
not merely to Christian Scientist and New Thought 
religions, Mazdaznan and Zionist, Holy Roller and Mor- 
mon religions, but to Catholic and Episcopalian, Presby- 
terian and Methodist and Baptist religions. For you see, 
when you are with the wolves you must howl with them; 
when you are competing with fakirs you must fake. The 
ordinary Christian will read the claims of the New 
Thought fakers with contempt; but have I not shown 
the Catholic Church publishing long lists of money-mir- 
acles? Have I not shown the Church of Good Society, 
our exclusive and aristocratic Protestant Episcopal com- 
munion, pretending to call rain and to banish pestilence, 
to protect crops and win wars and heal those who are 
sick in estate—that is, who are in business trouble? 

The reader will say that I am a cynic, despising my 
fellows; but that is not so. I am an economic scientist, 
analyzing the forces which operate in human societies. I 
olame the prophets and priests and healers for their fall 
from idealism; but I blame still more the competitive 
wage-system, which presents them with the alternative 
to swindle or to starve. 


For, you see, the prophet has to have food. He has 
frequently got along with almost none, and with only a 
rag for clothing; in Palestine and India, where the cli- 
mate is warm, a sincere faith has been possible for short 
periods. But the modern prophet who expects to influ- 
ence the minds of men has to have books and newspa- 
pers; he will find a telephone and a typewriter and post- 
age-stamps hardly to be dispensed with; also in Europe 
and America some sort of a roof over his meeting-place 
will be requisite. So the prophet is caught, like all the 
rest of us, in the net of the speculator and the landlord. 
He has to get money, and in order to get it he has to 
impress those who already have it—people whose minds 
and souls have been deformed by the system of parasit- 
ism and exploitation. 


So the prophet becomes a charlatan, or, if he refuses, 
he becomes a martyr, and founds a church which 
becomes a church of charlatans. I care not how sincere, 
how passionately proletarian a religious prophet may be, 
that is the fate which sooner or later befalls him in a com- 
petitive society—to be the founder of an organization of 
fools, conducted by knaves, for the benefit of wolves. That 
fate befell Buddha and Jesus, it befell Ignatius Loyola 
and Francis of Assisi, George Fox and John Calvin and 
John Wesley. 


A friend of mine who has made a study of “Spiritual- 
ism” describes to me the conditions in that field. The 
mediums are people, mostly women, with a peculiar gift; 
whether we believe in the survival of personality, or 
whether we call it telepathy, does not alter the fact that 
they have a rare and special sensitiveness, a new faculty 
which science must investigate. They come, poor people 
mostly—for the well-to-do will seldom give their time to 
exacting and wearisome experiments. They come, wear- 
ing frayed and thin clothing, shivering with cold, obvi- 
ously undernourished; and their survival depends upon 
their producing “phenomena’”—which phenomena are 
capricious, and will not come at call. So, what more nat- 
ural than that mediums should resort to faking? That the 
whole field should be reeking with fraud, and science 
should be held back from understanding an extraordinary 
power of the subconscious mind? 


Ever since we came to Pasadena, various ladies have 
been telling us about the wondrous powers of a mulatto- 
woman, a manicurist at the city’s most fashionable hotel. 
The other day, out of curiosity, my wife and I went; the 
moment the medium opened her mouth we recognized her 
as the person who had been telephoning for several 
months, urging me to come and hear the spirit of Jack 
London seeking to communicate with me! The seance 
was a public one, a gathering composed half of wealthy 
and cultured society-women, and half of confederates, 
people with the dialect and manners of a vaudeville 
troupe. A megaphone was set in the middle of the floor, 
the room was made dark, a couple of hymns were sung, 
and then the spirit of Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes spoke 
through the megaphone with a Bowery accent, and gave 
communications from relatives and friends of the various 
confederates. “Jesus is with us,” said Dr. Holmes. “The 
spirit of Jesus bids you to study spiritualism.” And then 
came the voice of a child: “Mamma! Mamma!” “It is 
little Georgie!” cried Dr. Holmes; and one of the society- 


ladies started, and answered, and presently burst into 
tears. A marvelous piece of evidence—especially when 
you recall that the story of this mother’s bereavement 
had been published in all the papers a couple of months 
before! 

And this kind of swindling is going on every night in 
every city of America. It goes on wholesale for months 
every summer at Lily Dale, in New York State, where the 
spiritualists hold their combination of Chautauqua and 
Coney Island. And the same thing is going on in the 
field of mental healing, and of all other “occult” forces 
and powers, whether real or imaginary. It is going on 
with new spiritual fervors, new moral idealisms, new 
poetry, new music, new painting, new sculpture. The 
faker, the charlatan is everywhere—using the mental and 
moral and artistic forces of life as a means of delivering 
himself from economic servitude. Everywhere I turn I 
see it—credulity being exploited, and men of practical 
judgment, watching the game and seeing through it, 
made hard in their attitude of materialism. How many 
men I know who sit by in sullen protest while their wives 
drift from one new quackery to another, wasting their 
income seeking health and happiness in futile emotional- 
ism! How many kind and sensitive spirits I know—both 
men and women—who pour their treasure of faith and 
admiration into the laps of hierophants who began by 
fooling all mankind and ended by fooling themselves! 


In each one of the cults of what I have called the 
“Church of the Quacks,” there are thousands, perhaps 
millions of entirely sincere, self-sacrificing people. They 
will read this book—if anyone can persuade them to read 
it—with pain and anger; thinking that I am mocking at 
their faith, and have no appreciation of their devotion. 
All that I can say is that I am trying to show them how 
they are being trapped ; how their fine and generous quali- 
ties are being used by exploiters of one sort or another; 
and how this must continue, world without end, until 
there is order in the material affairs of the race, until jus- 
tice has been established as the law of man’s dealing with 
his fellows. 
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““Well, if you knows of a better ’ole, go to it.” 


OUR LETTER BOX 


We are very apologetic about the name of this publication. 
It seems inexcusable; yet there are reasons for it, as our letters 
continually reveal. For example, the following: 


Baltimore, Maryland. 
Dear Sir: 

Enclosed find $1 for a year’s subscription to “Upton Sin- 
clair’s.” Passing through the Post Office in search of a small 
piece of wrapping paper. I picked the April number out of the 
scrap-basket, and knowing from the name that it would contain 
something interesting, I took it home and read. Please begin 
with the May number. 

Very truly, (Miss) Blanche Roseberry. 


From Sinclair Lewis: 

Your quiet, unanswerable. conyiction-carrying rebuke to 
Mike Williams in “A Prophet for Profits” is a masterpiece—far 
better than Stevenson’s “Father Damien.” I wonder if Mike 
will ever dare to try to answer it? 

Note: Mike didn't! 


Dear Friend: Your favor of May Ist has been duly received 
and contents noted; wherein my advice was asked, as one of the 
subscribers to Your Magazine, as to its future policy. In re- 
sponse to that request, I will now give you my candid opinion 
in the premises; which is that neither yourself, nor your ideas, 
nor the magazine amounts to a damn. Yours truly. James 
Deegan, West Oakland, California. 


Dear Friend: Enclosed find one dollar, for which please 
send me your magazine for a year. We are secking to or- 
ginize a freak club and you Sinclair have been mentioned as 
a possible member. Would you be interested? If you can 
prove you are a freak you are eligable to membership. Max 
Maxwell, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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The Things that Matter. 
Scene: Loos, during the September offensive. 


Colonel Fitz-Shrapnel receives the following message from ‘‘G. H. 
Q.’’:— “Please let us know, as soon as possible, the number 
of tins of raspberry jam issued to you last Friday.’’ 


Ten emancipated Hebrews of New York City write me an 
enthusiastic letter about the magazine, and back up their opinion 
in practical fashion with ten subscriptions. Then in a postscript 
they ask: “What unconquered prejudice made you speak so sin- 
cerely of ‘Hebrew financiers;’ a brutally unfair comment.” 


I make haste to reply that I have no prejudice against 
Hebrews—that is, not against the good ones. I do not like 
predatory Hebrews and I do like revolutionary Hebrews. In 
other words, my prejudice in the case of Hebrews is exactly the 
same as in the case of Americans. It is a fact that the “interna- 
tional financiers” are seventy-five per cent Jews. It is also a fact 
that the founders of the Socialist movement are seventy-five per 
cent Jews. The racial genius of the Jews seems to run to two 
things—commercialism and ethical idealism. I dislike the former 
and I like the latter. Why should Socialist Jews have their feel-_ 
ings hurt by this? 


Villa Magnico, rue St. Philippe, 
Nice, France. 
Dear Mr. Sinclair: 

I have received the April number of your new magazine ip 
due course, and needless to say with its general policy I am 
heartily in accord, although certain points of detail I regard as 
open to criticism. 

Sincerely yours, E. Belfort Bax. 


: Christiania, Norway. 
Dear Mr. Sinclair: 
We have received your periodical, and I have written a notice 
about it in “Socialdemokraten.” It is a joy. 
Yours truly. Olav Kringen, 
Foreign editor. 


